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cautiously through the corridors till I came to the
unfinished gate by the garden and there I saw that the
sentry had gone to drink tea. Dawn was just coming
up over the Marmora. Below in the city blue smoke
began to float up in wisps, as the world woke. I could
hear the sentry sucking noisily at his tea. I stepped
out and round the corner to a point I had noted on the
wall, where the ground below ran up steeply and a tele-
graph pole came within a few feet of the top of the
wall.

I looked over. It was sheer down and beyond that
the hill fell away almost sheer. Gripping my fear, I
lay down on the top of the wall and prepared to roll
over and hang by my arms while my feet felt for the
strut that held the telegraph pole to the wall. I dared
not look down, for I am no great hand at heights. As I
hesitated one second before I slipped over I felt my
sleeve furtively plucked. By me stood my guard with
terror in his eyes. He beckoned me back, indicating
that I should keep silent. He replaced his fez on his
head and together we returned quietly. As we passed
the gate I heard the sentry still sucking at his tea.
Hereafter my guards did not sleep on duty and watched
me closely.
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